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TO SPEED THE PARTING GUEST. 


Lady Guest (to Host, who hates getting up early). “I’M 80 AWFULLY SORRY TO HAVE DRAGGED YOU UP AT THIS UNEARTHLY HOUR, BUT 1 wap 
TO CATCH THE 8.30 TRAIN.” 
Host. ‘Nor av aut. 1’M ONLY 700 GLAD TO BE ABLE TO SEE YOU 


orF!” 








PICKY BACK. 
(Being Passages from the re-inconanation of Picklock Holes.) 
ILI. 


I nave, I think, mentioned once or twice before that 
Picktock Hors had a very mean opinion of the general 
intelligence as well as of the special ability of the detective 
police. He did not limit this depreciation to England ; 
wherever he might happen to meet a detective, whether 
amid the teeming thousands of Nijni Novgorod (where he 
executed one of his most celebrated feats in the destruction of 
the Czar’s renegade great-aunt), or on the sandy wastes of 
the great desert of Sahara (where single-handed he captured 
the entire tribe of Beni. Bashas), he never failed to allow a 
smile of sardonic contempt to pass like a cloud over the 
stern and otherwise habitually impassive features of his 
intellectual face. No doubt there was some reason for this. 
A man so eminent, so able and so generally sought after 
as Hotes would not have allowed a mere baseless prejudice 
or professional jealousy to warp his judgment. Still, 
am free to confess that the manner in which he habitually 
spoke of or addressed the minions of Scotland Yard grated 
somewhat harshly on my ears. Yet who was I that I 
should criticise such a man as Hotes? He was a great 
inferentialist, a mighty deducter who had given his proofs 


_ 











a thousand times over; 1 was but a humble medical man, 
retired from such practice as I had once enjoyed, and now 
gaining a reflected glory from the wonderful being whose 
extraordinary condescension enabled me to participate in the 
matchless exploits which had brought conviction home to the 
most hardened and successful assassins, forgers, embezzlers, 
false pretenders, burglars, will-destroyers, pickpockets and 
coiners of the age, and had on not a few memorable 
occasions confirmed the sway of sovereigns over their dis- 
contented and frequently rebellious subjects. ‘The sentence 
I have just written is a long one, but my readers will agree 
that the greatness of Hores would have justified me in 
protracting it still further. 

One day, while Hotes and I were sitting at meat-tea, a 
meal which in my bereaved condition I had recently substi- 
tuted for dinner, I noticed that my friend’s face wore a more 
than usually keen and alert look. His mouth was twitching 
and his fingers were spread out with their tips meditatively 
laid together, as was his habit when his brain was particu- 
larly active. Some fried eggs and bacon lay before him on 
one plate; on another was a piece of bread thickly spread 
with strawberry jam; on a third reposed a square of dry 
toast, over which had been imposed a thick layer of potted 
shrimps ; at his side steamed a cup of tea, but he had taken 
neither bite nor sup. At last the silence grew oppressive 





and I ventured to break it. 
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‘* Hoes,” 
about ?” 

He did not answer me. 

“Hoes,” I began again, “three cruel murders and two 
| mysterious disappearances are reported in this very evening's 
| papers.” 

Even that did not rouse him. 

Hoes,” I continued, making my words as impressive as 

| possible, “the police are said to have clues, and Scotland 

Yard is confident that——”’ 

With a sudden and terrific vehemence the unparalleled 

| investigator sprang to his feet: never have I seen him so 
angry. 

“Scotland Yard!” he shouted in tones of contempt, so 
withering that the very cups and saucers seemed to cower 
under it. ‘ Who dares to speak to me of Scotland Yard—to 
me but for whom the fumblers who inhabit that idiots’ 
asylum would long since have been dismissed? Look here, 
Portsoy,” he went on eagerly, “I'll wager that if a crime 
were committed practically under their very noses they would 

never see it. By George, we'll try it. Go to the telephone, 
Potsox, and ring up Luwpxts, the Scotland Yard Inspector.” 

[ did so. 

“Tell lim to come here at once on important business 
connected with an attempted murder.” 

Again I obeyed his instructions. 

“Now, Portsoy, take that carving-knife and endeavour to 
| commit suicide—nay, you must avoid the jugular—that’s 
| right—a leetle deeper—that will do nicely. Tie a napkin 
| round your throat, put the knife in my hands and open the 
| window so that I may be half out of it when Luwpxin comes 
in, as though I were attempting to escape. Capital! Now 
we 're ready for him.” 

Here I ought to say that, being accustomed to obey Hotes 
| blindly, I had made a fairly large gash in my throat, and 

was suffering a certain amount of inconvenience. But who 
in my place would not have done asI did? It was enough 
| for me to know that Horgs wanted a thing done. 

A minute afterwards Inspector Lumpxm entered with a 
rush and stood aghast at the scene. It was certainly a 
dramatic one. I was lying on the floor, blood-stained and 
all but lifeless; the black cat was on the top of the book- 
shelf, mewing piteously, and Hotes, disguised as a Russian 
anarchist, had one leg out, of the window, and was glaring 
at Luwpxr while he waved the carving-knife above his head. 

LuwPxin’s mind was made up ina moment. He whistled 
and four burly constables sprang into the room :-— 

‘Arrest that man,” said Lumpxry, pointing to Hotes. 

There was a sharp struggle, but numbers in the end were 
| too many for my friend, and he had to yield after disabling 
three of his captors. 

‘Did I not tell you so?” said Hotes, as he was taken out. 
‘The fools do not know a case of suicide when they see it.” 

[ was too far gone to answer, but it was even as Hotes 
said. Fortunately I recovered some months afterwards—too 
late, however, to save Hotes from the sentence of penal 
| servitude which was passed upon him. Of course he escaped 
| from prison immediately, but the incident proved, as Hotes 
| said it would, that the police of this metropolis are incorri- 

gible bunglers. Lumpxry, I am sorry to say, took the whole 
thing very badly. He has never been able to forgive HoLrs 
for having so manifestly got the better of him. 


I said pleadingly, “what are you thinking 








From Mr. Mortey’s Gladstone :—‘‘ He did not escape the 
| usual sensations of the desultory when fate forces them to 


| The G.O.M. Collar. 
wear the collar.” 





A. E. W. Masoy, the well-known novelist, has, in the 
interests of his political party, been sent to Coventry. 


ns, 


STUDIES OF BLIGHTED LIVES. 
I. 


Treats of the Tragie Collapse of a Politician who strained 
himself with trying to make up his mind. 
WaterLoo Netson Bryxs, M.-P. 

Was as sound a man as you wish to see ; 
Sprung of a fine old Tory stock 

He held to his fathers’ faith en bloc ; 

He voted early and long and late, 

And whenever he voted, he voted straight. 


Patriot down to his finger-tips, 

He talked of our money and men and ships ; 
Ascribed the comments of alien Powers 

To natural envy of gifts like ours ; 

And honestly strove to meet the claims 

That went with his notable Christian names. 


This was the creed of him all along, 
That a Tory leader can do no wrong ; 
Never, not once, was he known to go 
Against the Government's Ay or No ; 
Never, in times of darkest doubt, 
(Questioned what it was all about. 


He deemed our skeleton Army corps 

A model for European wars ; 

He counted the Education Act 

A miracle due to Tory tact ; 

And if anyone ventured to say, “ You err,” 
He called him a Little Englander ! 


Such was the useful réle he played, 
Armed with convictions ready-made ; 
Never mentally overwrought 

By the vicious habit of abstract thought ; 
Until the moment when Artatr B. 
Started his fiscal policy. 


But it wasn't so much the hard dry facts 
Tempered to taste in rival tracts ; 

The horrible crux that caused the strain 

Which finally softened his so-called brain 
Was—How is a stalwart sheep to vote 

When the shepherds are grappling, tooth to throat? 


Till then he had followed his Jor like fate, 

But the Duke was also a man of weight ; 

Artuur was full of the happiest notions, 

But who could ignore a name like Goscuen’s ? 
He liked his Hicks and he liked his Beacu, 

But he couldn’t see how to vote for each. ~ 


Daily a different tub was pounded, 

Making confusion worse confounded, 

Till in the end his mind gave way ; 

And I mention, in proof of his swift decay, 
That people have seen him, poor old Biyxs, 


Holing owt on the Hanwell links! 0.8. 





MAN’S ESSAY ON POPE. 

From Arwstrono's Teaching of Scientific Method we extract 
the following passage: “If the proper study of man (sic) 
be man—as the highest dignitary of our Church some time 
ago asserted, &c.” This is not simply due to a natural 
confusion between A. Pope and the Pope. It comes of a 
poet’s having two Christian names (including one for his 
surname), so that the student of the Dictionary of Familiar 
Quotations is apt to be betrayed by the description of him 





as Popr, ALEXANDER. 
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THE PRESIDENT AT HOME. 


Extracts FRoM THE TRAVEL D1aRy 
or Tosy, M.P. 

Washington: November 14.— Presi- 
dent RooseEvEtT is the kind of man who 
would make himself at home anywhere, 
whether in the backwoods of the West, 
in the stately home the United States 
provides its Presidents, or anywhere in 
the wide range that lies between these 
extremes. Healthy in mind and body, 
he is gifted with the cheery nature 
whose price is above rubies. His 
oficial position, in respect of personal 
power mightier than that of some 
crowned monarchs in Europe, brings 
him in contact with an endless proces- 
sion of interesting people. If he were 
cast away in some remote clime—say 
on the boundary of Alaska, or midway 
across the Isthmus of Panama—he 
would still have the companionship of 
an innumerable caravan, including 
names the most familiar and famous in 
the world’s history. 

These he has come to know in his 
library. The President is an omnivorous 
reader. At one turn of conversation he 
is reminded of a passage in Homer, the 
next he is expatiating on the history of 
Tittlebat Titmouse. Contemporaneously 
with the announcement of the rebellion 
in Panama, dexterously exploited by the 
Presipent and his Secretary of State, 
Joun Hay, a personality as popular in 
London as in Washington, there was 
published in the States a new edition of 
the works of SamueL Warren. The time 
seemed to the Presipent opportune for 
renewing his acquaintance with the 
works of the author of Ten Thousand 
a Year, so whilst the Opposition papers 
fulminated denunciation of his Panama 
policy he read Tittlebat Titmouse. As 
for Dickens, he knows him so intimately 
that he would have been a dangerous 
competitor in the contest initiated by 
CaLverLeY in his famous examination 
paper on Pickwick. If the Presipent 

ad failed, Senator Casor Lopee would 
certainly have won the prize. Any who 
talk of the decadence of Dickens should 
come to Washington and mix with the 
cultured men of business who direct the 
destinies of the United States. They 
would speedily discover their error. 

How does the PresipentT, a man upon 
whose personal labour the sun never 
sets, find time for this miscellaneous 
reading? Well, all over the world it is 
the exceptionally busy man who has 
Spare moments for desirable ends. 
President RoosrveLr shares a_ secret 
possessed by Mr. Giapstone, whom in 
his animated and varied conversation, 
With its wide range and intimate ac- 
quaintance with any topic started, he 
strongly resembles. 

“All my life,” Mr. G. once said to 








Elderly Sportsman. ‘“‘I WONDER THEY DON’T HAVE THAT PLACE STOPPED. 
RUNNING A Fox TO GROUND THERE TWENTY YEARS AGo ! 





Way, I REMEMBER 
Don’t you?” 





me, “I have taken care of my ten 
minutes, certain that the hours and the 
days would take care of themselves.” 

A Ministerial colleague who accom- 
panied the PresipenT on a recent trip 


|As soon as the train moved off, out 


came the Presipent’s book, and he read 
away till, the train pulling up at 
another crowded station, a fresh speech 
was demanded, and delivered under the 


westward told me of a habit that/abiding sense of supreme Ministerial 


explains everything. 

“We travelled day after day,” he 
said, “the Presipent addressing at suc- 
cessive stations crowds of country folk. 
It was a pretty hard day’s work for the 
toughest of Rough Riders. For myself, 
though I hadn’t to make speeches, I 
was thankful after the turmoil to turn 
into my berth for a snooze or a rest. 





responsibility.” 

This practice the Presipent observes 
wherever he is in residence. “I read 
when I can,” he says, ‘‘always a bit 
before I go to bed. Sometimes, at 
periods of great pressure, I awake about 
three in the morning; if I lay there 
thinking of things I should be worried 


| to death, unfit for my work in the coming 
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day. So I switch on the light, take up|shortly after the Vice-President was}he has adopted the practice of looking 


my book, read a chapter or two, f 
asleep and wake up bright and early.” 
White House is a charming residence 
commanding a far-reaching view of 
tree- bowered Washington with the 


Potomac ounee in the distance, and, 
beyond, the banks of Maryland, my 


Maryland. No military pomp attends 
the ruler of one of the greatest nations 
in the world. A solitary policeman 
yawned, by the front entrance as we 
approached. He did not think it his 
duty to inquire what authority the 
strangers had to mount the steps of the 
private residence of the PRESIDENT. 

We chanced to be invited guests: 
that was mere accident. Any citizen in 
this free-born country has the right to 
cross the Presmwpent’s threshold and 
insist on shaking hands with him. Thus 
elsewhere on a memorable day came the 
murderer of President McKintey, with 
his treacherous right hand bound in 
sham bandage. Falling in with the 
crowd that filed past the beaming, 
welcoming Presment, he held out his 
left hand. As his victim held it in 
friendly grip, he, throwing off the 
bandage from his right hand, disclosed 
a pistol, with which he killed the 
PRESIDENT. 

For this and more ordinary reason 
President Roosrvett’s colleagues in the 
Ministry urge him to discontinue the 
custom of wholesale handshaking. At 
one of his levées he consented to the 
innovation. But the experience was 
unendurable. 

“The very last time!” he called out 
to the attendant Ministers as the 
affronted crowd stood at gaze. “It is 
much more trouble to explain why I 
don’t shake hands than to shake.” 

In his philosophical, cheery way the 
Presipent makes the best of what—say, 
to the Duke of DevonsnirE—would be an 
intolerable nuisance. 

“When I was a young man,” he said, 
“I lived mostly out of doors, and en- 
joyed abundant exercise. Now I can’t 
get much. But you go and stand in my 
place on an autumn afternoon and have 
your hand shaken by from 300 to 1,000 
sturdy citizens, and if when it’s over 
you don’t feel as if you had been felling 
a tree or two you are made of harder 
grit than I.” 

President Roosevetr has inherited at 
the White House many valuable engrav- 
ings and paintings, the latter includ- 
ing portraits of some famous prede- 
cessors in the chair. 

“Come along, Tony,” he said after 
luncheon, “come up to my study and 
I’ll show you one of the most precious 
of my art treasures.” 

Hanging on the his 


wall near 


desk was Brernarp Parrrince’s original 
appeared 


drawing which in Puneh 





suddenly called to assume the Presi- 
dency. “The Rough Rider” is its title, 
and it bears the inscription “ With Mr. 
Punch’s compliments to President 
RoosEVELT.” 

“T had many complimentary mes- 
sages at the time,” said the Presipenr. 
“But I don’t remember any that gave 
me more pleasure than this greeting 
across the sea from an old friend | have 
known and studied nearly all my life.” 





MR. PUNCH’S FISCAL CANVASS. 
Ill. 


Mr. Wiuuiam Arcner kindly obliges 
by giving his views in the form of a 
Real Conversation with M. Savytos- 
Dumont. 

Mr. William Archer. So you have 
returned from the upper strata, having 
partially nullified the venerable law of 
gravity, to Mother Earth, and will give 
me an hour of your time ? 

M. Santos-Dumont. Yes. 

Mr. W. A. Tell me—you must have 
obtained, from the heights you suc- 
ceeded in reaching, a bird’s-eye view of 
our fiscal controversy? What you say 
reminds me of an observation made the 
other day by GapriELe p’'ANNUNZIo, when 
I was lunching with him, in the com- 
pany of one of the most gifted spinsters 
of Calabria, at his Villa near Settignano. 
“Truth,” he said, “is more varied than 
fiction.” The remark is striking and 
just. Well, an application of it has 
occurred to me while reading the fiscal 
speeches which are being delivered at 
the present time. Truth does not 
appear the same to the different con- 
tending parties. But, joking aside, 
have you ever met Alderman Bowker ? 

M. 8.-D. No. 

Mr. W. A. And you are not aware, 
perhaps, that he has baked for Mr. 
CHAMBERLAIN two loaves of bread which 
are as much alike as two peas, supposing 
one of the peas in question to be infi- 
nitesimally smaller than the other? 
Might not the process be almost indefi- 
nitely continued, through a descending 
series of diminishing loaves, illustrative 
of the effect of the probable increase of 
Protection in the future, until the differ- 
ence between the smallest loaf and no 
loaf should be as imperceptible as the 
difference between the two loaves 
recently displayed by Mr. CHamBer.atn ? 
Seriously speaking, however, I dare say 
it may be a vice of the Scottish intellect 
to carry everything to its logical con- 
clusion. 

M.8.-D. What time is it ? 

Mr. W. A. You should take a leaf 
from the book of my friend, Professor 
J——, of the University of Melbourne. 
When he wishes to ascertain the time 





at the clock. 


M. S.-D. Must catch a train. Good- 
bye! 
Mr. W. A. A train? So you con- 


descend, then, to employ some other 
mode of locomotion than that which is 
associated with your name? Good-bye! 
How quickly the hour has gone! 


Mr. Henry Harvann’s solution of the 
question of the hour takes the shape of 
an Anglo-Italesque fragment of dialogue 
between two leading politicians :-— 

Strong and fine, his coat swept and 
garnished-—would it have been a frock- 
coat, I wonder ?—Gio leaned across the 
breakfast table, and put forth an arm, 
minatory, appealing. 

“What I don’t understand,” 
repeated, ‘‘is your state of mind.” 

“*Nor is it possible to thought, ” 
Arturo murmured, ‘‘‘a greater than 
itself to know.’ Now we shall discover,” 
he reflected, ‘if our statesman is up in 
English literature.” 

Gio waited—I’m sure he waited— 
before going on. 

“History, statistics, assertion, pro- 
phecy—they are all before you where to 
choose; as much yours, yours, as they 
are mine, mine. Yet you turn your 
beauteous face haughtily another way. 
Yet you will never know the heartburn, 
the exquisite long anguish, the lonely 
rapture of preparation—or the concen- 
trated delightfulness, the compressed 
sweet intoxication; the height, the 
space, the gloom, the glory of the 
crowded hall, the people crying ‘Avanti! 
avanti!’ when you make your termin- 
able speech. Ah! ’tis a pleasure age 
cannot wither, nor custom-houses stale.” 

“And then at the click of your 
driver,’ Arturo brooded, ‘‘it leaves the 
tee. It is up and off. Up, up, as only 
it can go up—solid, soaring. And off 
—off in a long white curve of flight. 
Now may Hermes grant us a good lie!” 

“T suppose,” said Gio, “ it’s a differ- 
ence of temperament. Yours is rumina- 
ting, sifting, refining, appraising ; mine 
is mnovating, combative, adventurous, 
architectonic. I am miserable until | 
have had my sustaining daily portion of 
statistics—fresh, ductile, pliable, malle- 
able statistics—until I have scraped the 
mud of context off my daily quotations 
—until history, become my child by 
adoption, no longer goes counter to my 
argument nor questions my will. While 
you—but perhaps there are joys as 
stimulating, as poignant, in playing 
with one’s serene, supreme Caucasian 
mind? No?” 

‘“*T shan’t—barring miracles,’ ArTuro 
was thinking, “I shan’t be in it again 
until Friday. Why does it haunt one’s 
imagination so? The dark enamel of 
it, the weight and speed of it, and then 


he 

















ve! 


the 
of 


rue 


nd 


the 
m, 


he 


an 


in 


ro- 

to 
ley 
yur 
ay. 
rn, 
ely 
sn- 


he 
he 


in- 
ge 


yur 
he 
ily 
off 
ht. 


er- 
1a- 
ne 
us, 
ye 

of 
le- 


ns 
by 
my 
‘ile 

as 
ng 
an 


jRO 
1in 


es 


jen 











December 2, 1903.] 


PUNCH; OR ‘THE LONDON 


CHARIVARI. 385 























PenRuye STANAWwS, 



































_ 


ne — 
ae ¥ anal 





— . _— — = 





Professional Beggar (whining). “ Avez pitté, Mos BoN M’srev. Ayez Pitit! 
Le Bon Monsieur (irritably). “ Autez au pt——” (suddenly thinking that sunshine might be preferable) “ avx Cuawrs Evystes!” 


WHERE SECOND THOUGHTS ARE BETTER. 


Scexe—Boulevards, Paris. 
” 


J'al FROID—J'AI BIEN FROID! 








the tuff, tuff, tuff of it! Mass and 
dirigibility—these are its insistent notes. 
Yet the words would not make it visible, 
audible, to one who had never tried to 
get out of its way.” 

(iio smiled with his eyes—with his 
lips, perhaps ?—as he stroked Patatras, 
where she sat on the table, purring. 

“Eeco! Ecco!” he carolled. ‘* Look 
at me! In my own task all my powers 
pouring I attain the mighty lite you 
see, but will not imitate, poor foiled, 
circuitous wanderer.” 

“Yet I have heard,’ Arturo answered, 
in the tone of one impersonal, “that 
there is danger in over-concentration. 
I, for example, divided, discursive, have 
eaten my bacon. Patatras is running 
away with yours.” 

“Parliam d’altro,” said Gio softly. 

And then, for awhile, neither spoke, 
but I fancy their ears carried on the 
conversation. 








The painful paths of Latin Prose, 
Nor count the task a bore. 

*Twas never said of him that. he 
Would grind for hours a day, so 

‘That at the last he e’en might be 

Familiar with the works of I. 
Ovipius Naso. 


A MISTAKEN IDEA. 


[Numerous instances are on record of great 
men and, in particular, of great poets, who as 
boys displayed a total lack of interest in the 
course of study included in their school 
curriculum. Nevertheless, at a recent con- 
ference of headmasters it was unanimously 
decided that the mere fact of a pupil’s evincing 
a distaste, however strongly marked, for the 
writings of Jutivs Cesar or Dr. Kewsnepy, 
should in no case be regarded, in itself, as an 
earnest of exceptional future ability. } 


‘To me his soul appears to soar 
With future triumphs big, 

And count the quest of classic lore 
As something infra dig. 

Yet there are one or two beside, 
Who claim to know his habits, 
And these my point of view deride, 
And say he’s merely occupied 
With thoughts of rabbits. 


Mark yonder youth, who scorns his task 
And sits aloof, serene, 

Letting his inward fancy bask 
On the surrounding scene. | 

He dreams, maybe, of heroes’ feats 
T’employ his infant lyre on, 

For see, upon the desk he beats 

A soft tattoo, like some young Keats, | 
Or Pye, or Byron. 








A Japanese journal, the Ji-ji, is 
agitating for an ultimatum to be sent 
'to Russia. In diplomatic circles it is 
| felt that a curb should be put upon this 
| restive Ji-ji. 


Not his the fever’d brow of those 
Who constantly explore 
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DOMESTIC DRAMA, 
Ix THe Cavse or Cwariry. 


My dear, of course I’ve come. It is to-day ? 
Your Sale of Work, I mean? Then that’s all right. 
How nice the things all look! Such pretty rooms ! 
D’ you know, I’m quite ashamed I ’ve never been. 
I’ve always longed to come, but somehow—no, 
It wasn’t that. Oh, no, I’ve been quite well, 
But don’t you find yourself that Kensington 
Is rather—well, remote? I never liked 
To drag the horses out so far, poor things. 
But now I've got a motor—yes, of course! 
Makes all the difference. 
No, thanks, no tea: 
I mustn’t wait. I’ve promised to play Bridge. 
| wish I could have stayed and helped to sell, 
But—oh, to-morrow? Yes. Now let me think. 
!’d love to—no, I can't. How tiresome ! 
[ve got to play again—at Wessex House. 
D’ you know the Duchess? No? Ah, well, poor dear, 
She simply lives for Bridge. Oh, everyc.., ! 
It’s such a pity! Such a waste of time, 
And money too! She always plays so high. 
But if one knows her—well, it’s difficult : 
One simply has to sacrifice oneself. 
And I’m so weak. I wish I was like you. 
You ‘re so unselfish. But, my dear, you are. 
Why, look at all these people here to-day, 
‘Turning your pretty house all upside down. 
Ah, well, yes, if they buy! Yes, if they buy! 
That ’s very true. They want some charity 
To cover—well, their hats! Do look at that— 
That shocking red one. It’s a scarlet sin! 
And as for—Goodness! Is it half-past three ? 
[ must be off directly. What a bore! 
[ meant to buy such heaps of things. Oh, no! 
I've got a minute still. Now, let me see, 
| want some Christmas presents. 
That looks nice, 
That fan. How much is that? Oh, yes. And this? 
Is this one cheaper? ‘'M yes, that seems a lot. 
I'd love to have it, but in these hard times, 
You know yourself, my dear, one simply can’t. 
You mustn't tempt me. Now how much is this? 
A guinea? Yes, that’s more the sort of price. 
But even that—1I’m having such bad luck ; 
[ haven’t held a decent hand for weeks. 
No, I don’t think I ought to. 
Oh, I know! 
I’ve got some nieces down in Devonshire. 
I'd like to give them something that would last, 
Something to wear—ob, no, not jewellery. 
You see they hardly ever see a soul. 
Their father’s got two hundred and a house, 
\nd seven daughters and an empty church. 
No, something really useful 's what I mean, 
And inexpensive. 
Belts? The very thing! 
How much are—oh, I see! No, after all- 
They're so unhealthy, aren't they, nowadays 
| think perhaps—oh, stockings? Yes, quite nice. 
Now what are—h’m! » D’ you know, I hardly think 
They'd care for those. They always knit their own ; 
Besides, silk wears so badly. What are these, 
These charming handkerchiefs? Two shillings each ? 
Exactly what I want. Yes, seven, please. 
Poor darlings, how they'll love them ! 
Well, Goodbye : 





I really must be— oh, my dear, how sweet ! 

This ducky Bridge-box! Yes, I'll have it, please. 
The poor old Duchess wants another one ; 

I’ve got to give her something, anyhow. 

A guinea? That makes—one-fifteen, I think ? 
I'll let you have a cheque. Then au revoir. 

Now, don’t forget me. Come and lunch some day. 
You ’ve lots of omnibuses, haven't you ? 

That will be nice. I have enjoyed myself. 

Yes, can I have my motor? Thanks, so much! 





IN THE PARK. 

Cuurcn Parade (writes Little Bird) was unusually well 
attended last Sunday. Lord and Lady Wormwoop were 
talking animatedly to Miss AnGeta Seruss. Mrs. Stepney 
Otis brought a large party of Americans who refused to 
come off the grass. Baron pe Drerricn and his fiancée 
Mile. Napuraauixne Darracg strolled along with Lord and 
Lady Lancnester. Lady Barn Otiver, who was well 
wrapped up, looked positively younger than her twin 
grand-daughters, the Ladies Marie and ANGELINA Macarooy, 
Mr. Grorce ALEXANDER looked well in trousers. Lady 
Uvuta Garate’s dainty elastic sides recalled the delicious 
chaussures of thirty years ago. Miss Vrvouia Hvpsox 
created quite a sensation by carrying a richly caparisoned 
hymn-book, and Mr. and Mrs. Sparkixe Piucce walked to- 
gether until separated by Sir Francis Jeune. Among a 
crowd of others about, I noticed the Hon. Bertme Laryyx, 
Signorina Pia Nota who was chatting with the Master of 
Caius, Herr Junius SEETH arm-in-arm with Mr. Leo Maxinvs, 
and the Rey. R. J. Camppett-Baxnerman, walking with Lady 
GerorGina SANGER. 





MIXED HOCKEY. 


You came down the field like a shaft from a bow ; 
The vision remains with me yet. 

I hastened to check you: the sequel you know : 
Alas! we unluckily met. 

You rushed at the ball, whirled your stick like a flail, 
And you hit with the vigour of two: 

A knight in his armour had surely turned pale, 
If he had played hockey with you. 


They gathered me up, and they took me to bed ; 
They called for a doctor and lint : 
With ice in a bag they enveloped my head ; 
My arm they enclosed in a splint. 
My ankles are swelled to a terrible size ; 
My shins are a wonderful blue ; 
T have lain here a cripple, unable to rise, 
Since the day I played hockey with you 


Yet still, in the cloud hanging o’er me s0 black, 
A silvery lining I spy: 
A man who's unhappily laid on his back 
Can yet have a solace. May I? 
An angel is woman in moments of pain, 
Sang Scorr: clever poet, he knew : 
It may, I perceive, be distinctly a gain 
To have fallen at hockey with you. 


For if you'll but nurse me (Come quickly, come no-), 
If you'll but administer balm, 
And press at my bidding my feverish brow 
With a cool but affectionate palm ; 
Iflyou’ll sit by my side, it is possible, quite, 
hat I may be induced to review 
With a feeling more nearly akin to delight 
That day I played hockey with you. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

Evipent_y there has been a great 
improvement in recent times in our 
regimental bands. According to a new 
regulation, our military musicians are 
no longer to rely on their music for 
defensive purposes, but are to be taught 
musketry. aes 

A new feature of the Daily Mail is a 
“Fiction Supplement.” ‘This innovation 
of keeping the various departments of 
the paper distinct seems to us admirable. 

A paper entitled “Competitions ” has 
appeared. We admire the frankness of 
its title. The temptation to follow the 
fashion and give it a name suggestive of 
literary intentions must have been great. 

A German has invented an apparatus 
by which he presents talking photo- 
graphs. We presume he will call them 
“ Speaking Likenesses.” 

“A Policeman’s Tragic End.”—-His 
feet. 


In the recent litigation between the 
Music Halls and the Theatres, counsel 
for the former contended that the pieces 
produced at the Music Halls were not 
plays, as they contained no coherent plot. 
But that was the very point where the 
rivalry came in. 


Square shoulders for ladies are, we 
are informed, now obsolete. They have 
been told to slope. 


According to Country Life Oxford 
University is in danger of losing pres- 
tige among the youth of the country as 
a seat of learning. At the recent Fresh- 
men's sports there was but one entry 
for the high jump, and none at all for 
throwing the hammer. 

America’s message to a certain South 
American Republic—Wail Columbia ! 

It is reported that Italy, following 
the example of France, is about to enter 
into an important treaty with Great 
Britain, whereby the two countries shall 
be at liberty not to go to war with one 
another should they both be unwilling 
to do so. 





A rumour of considerable political 
interest is afoot. It is said that the 
Free Trade Party has acquired the 
Peckham Fat Boy, and he will shortly 
be shown all over the country as the 
Result of Free Food. 

The civic authorities are considerably 
amused at the ignorance betrayed in a 





letter to the Times, in which a corre- 





Poe “Srewne— 
































BEFORE THE HEAD. 





Fourth Form Boy (with recollections of a recent visit to the dentist). “ PLease, Sm, way I— 


MAY I—HAVE Gas?” 








spondent declared that, on the recent 
visits of the French Presipexr and the 
King of Iraty to the City, no single 
distinguished writer, painter, sculptor, 
architect, or scientist was invited to the 
Guildhall. It so happens that, on one or 
other of these occasions, there were pre- 
sent the representative of a leading finan- 
cial paper, the head of one of the most 
important firms of painters in London, 
a gentleman who is at the top of the 
tree in modelling royal coats of arms, 
another who was responsible for the 
street decorations, and Lord Avesury. 


Mr. Grorce Harwoop, M.P., declares 
that. the House of Commons is now the 
dullest place in the world. It is only 
fair to point out that Mr. Punch 
cautioned the country, at the time of 
the introduction of the Land Bill, that 
this would be the inevitable result 
of removing Irish grievances. The 
measure was nevertheless persisted in 
and carried. rad 

Mr. Keyxyeto GranaMe is wondering 
what is the meaning of the expression, 
“As safe as the Bank of England.” 

The Emperor of Samara has been 
described as an Opéra Bouffe Emperor. 
Some colour is lent to this view by the 
fact that a letter has been sent to the 


Press on his behalf, signed “ Ep. Govrap, 





Acting Governor-General.” 





The latest scientific invention, it is 
announced, is an engine that can walk. 
Travellers on a certain railway line hope 
that this will now take the place of 
engines that can only crawl. 








VERY APPROPRIATE. 


[There was some alarm at the Bank until 
the fire-hose was turned on the intruder. The 
Duke of Devonsuire, it seems to us, is the man 
with the hose.”—Daily Chronicle. | 
Tae Duke the man who has the hose ? 

Oh, Daily Chronicle, why not ? 

For surely no one, we suppose, 

Could fancy him a sans culotte. 





A Daily Maily Fist Policy. 

Tae London correspondent of the 
Representative and Free Press (of 
Queenstown, Cape Colony) lately tele- 
graphed to that organ, citing the sug- 
gestion of a certain naturalist that 
“Mr. CHampertain should encourage 
Colonial Fist industry, in addition to 
fruits and wines, with a view to the 
fisting industries of Canada and Aus- 
tralia... But why should not these 
advantages be extended to South 
Africa? Or will the new Chinee labour 
supply the desired Boxer element ? 
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Lady. “ GENERALLY SPEAKING, WoMEN ARE——’ 
Nasty Man (interrupting). “ Yes, THEY ARE.” 
Lady. “ Are wHat?” 

Nasty Man. “GENERALLY SPEAKING.” 





THE UNITED STATESMAN. As he hurried along he sang a song, 
W; ; And this was the song he sang :-— 
(With apologies to the author of the 

“ Bab Ballads.’’) 

(Mr. W. J. Bryan is intent on [hearing all 
sides of our fiscal controversy. He has already | 
sat side ;by side with Mr. Asquir, Mr. Cnam- 
BERLAIN, the Duke of Devonsuire, Lord GoscHen, 
and Mr. Jons Burws, and he is no doubt 
familiar with Mr. Batrovr’s contributions to 
this subject. ] 

Twas in the Strand near a great hotel 
Where Yankees congregate 
That I chanced to meet in the crowded 
street 
The silver ex-candidate. 


‘* 'm Rosgsery, AsquitH and GoscHEX too, 
And dubious A. J. B., 
Protective Jor and the Duke also, 
And Burys of the L. C. C.” 


He raised his voice to a kingly roar, 
And tossed his massive head. 
I knew the man slightly, so very 
politely 
I doffed my hat and said :— 


| “ Ex-candidate Bray, it’s little I know 
Of your ways across the sea, 
| But I’m blessed, my friend, if I com- 
His step was springy, his air was brisk, | prehend 
His voice had am twang, However you can be 





“Lord Rosgesury, Asquira, and Goscury 


too, 
And dubious A. J. B., 
Protective Jor and the Duke also, 
And Burns of the L. C. C.” 


“T guess,” said he, “ when I landed here 
I found a political storm, 
For all were intent with one consent 
On tariffs and reform. 


“ So I said to myself, I will hear all sides 
Before I make up my mind ; 
If I open each ear it is quite, quite 
clear 
The truth I am sure to find. 


“ | first heard Asquira preach Free Trade 
In his legal and lucid way ; 
His logic I followed and greedily 
swallowed 
Each word that he had to say. 


“Next night I listened to CHampBer.aty, 
And his eloquent speech, beflowered 
With metaphors, tropes and imperial 
hopes, 
I hungrily devoured. 


“A banquet of reason the Duke then 
ave, 
And a flow of soul he brewed, 
And I scarcely need tell how I feasted 
well 
On Goscuen’s and his free food. 


“T’ve fed on Barrour and stout Jony 
Burys, 
And I’ve also lingered long 
O’er the delicate quips from Rost- 
BERY’S lips, 
And that’s why I sing this song: 


“T’m Rosepery, Asquith and GoscuEy 


too, 
And dubious A. J. B., 
Protective Jor and the DuKE also, 
And Burys of the L. C. C.” 





An InrTetuicipBLe Proposition. — Mr. 
Epwuxp Gosse, as everyone will have 
been pleased to learn, has been invited 
to Paris by the Société des Conférences 
to speak on French Literature and 
English Poetry. As other foreign 
writers, lecturing there in previous 
years, have always spoken in French, 
Mr. Gossk has been requested by the 
savants to speak in English. A great 
compliment, as evincing a real desire on 
their part to have some chance given 
them, on this special occasion, of under- 
standing the lecture. 





A roreraste oF Mr. CHAMBERLAIN’S 
FraxkensTeIx ?—“ The question of the 
taxation of costs in what are known 
as the Cardiff tobacco cases. . . is noW 
before the taxing monster.” — South 
Wales Echo. 
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NOT “IDLE HANDS,” BUT ‘ FREE LOAFERS.” 











MRS. CRUMPET’S CONFIDENCES 


Dear Mr. Puxcu.--My master and 
mistress dining out last night, enjoying 
the hospitality of Sir Joy and Lady 
Fiurspers— and a precious bad dinner | 
they had, if | know anything of | 
Mary ‘Tasss’ cooking, who used to be | 





kitchenmaid at but that’s neither 
here nor there. My folk being out, 
as | was saving, there was no need 


for me, in the words of the Latin poet 
Apollo, to tend my ark. Consequent 
of which, I sat in the housekeeper’s 
room, very comfortable, and perused 
your intelligible and compendious 





publication. It was one of your first | 
volumes which I happened upon, and | 
there, Mr. Punch, I read that which 


brought the blushes to my dewy brow. 
Correspondence,” was the name of 
it; ‘Correspondence of James YELLOW 
PLUSH.’ Twenty years and more, Sir, 
have [ been cook in some of the best 
families, and never would I have held 
my situation for a day where there 
Was a footman so unaccomplished in 
everything polite as to spell in that 
abominable manner. As for me, | 
thank my I’m «different, having 
been most carefully educated from a 
girl up, and missing no chance of 
reading the Family Herald, The In- 
fernai City, and all the other great 
works of the age. But there, I take 
no credit to myself, coming of a literary 
family, and a young nephew of mine 
winning a guinea prize from the Paste- 


stars 


Pot only last week. Reading the letters 
of that ignorant footman gave me an 
idea. “‘ Mrs. Crumpet,” says I to myself, 
“vours is the pen of a ready writer, 
having the cocoaethes of scribending 
time out of mind. Consequent, if Mr 
Punch long ago was willing to print 
that uneducated voung footman’s rub 
bish, he will welcome with a cordial 
heart the observations of a cook—a cook 
of the highest. character, with spelling 
and cultivated English thrown in.” 
And cooks are becoming scarce, 
mind you. Forty or fifty situations 
advertised in the newspaper every day, 
with no one applying for them. And 
for why? “The Domestic Servant 
Problem,” they call it. To which I 
reply—being unacquainted with a long 
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expression of suitability, and disliking 
vulgar short words, but being driven to 
them on occasions such as the immediate 
—‘‘ Pack of rubbish.” It isn’t the cooks 
by a long way which are the problem ; 
it’s the mistresses. Time was when 
mistresses kept their place and behaved 
as such. Nowadays they are—excep- 
tions, of course, excepted—a chattering 
set of little fussybodies who ought to 
be smacked in the schoolroom, and I 
wish I had the doing of it. They must 
have this, and they can’t have that, and 
they come scurrying down into a 
person's kitchen at all hours, and——_ 
The maid says that the butcher is 
here. I want a plain word with that 
young man. Polite I am, even with my 
worsers, and no one more so. “ Putting 
it friendly,” I shall say to him, “ put- 
ting it friendly, Mr. Jackson, was that 
the petrifacted skeleton of an indigenous 
jaguar which you brought to-day, or 
was it a steak?” Jackson goes all of a 
heap when I talk to him like that ; he’s 
below ordinary as a butcher, but he 
knows good English when he hears it. 
To our review then, Mr. Punch, as 
the French say. Yours obediently, 
Marina Crumpet. 





MR. PUNCH’S SYMPOSIA. 
V.—Braly-Fac. 
Scexe—Prince’s Skating Club. 
PRESENT : 

The Marquis of Downshire. 

The Rt. Hon. Henry Chaplin. 

The Marquis of Anglesey. 
Mr. G. R. Sims. 

Lord Byron. 

Mr. E. F. Benson. 

Mr. Eustace Miles. 

Mr. H. G. Wells. 

Mr. Sidney Lee. 

The Editor of Sloppy Sippets. 

The Editor of Sloppy Sippets (the 
Chairman). The subject of our dis- 
cussion is the insidious disease that for 
long has been undermining our 
social life. As all present are readers 
of the Alarmist of the Breakfast Table, 
[ need hardly mention its name. 

Mr. E. F. Benson. Of course 
you mean Bridge. 

Vr. H. G. Wells. Or golf? 

The Chairman. Nothing of the kind. 
I mean 

Lord Byron. Fiscalitis. 

The Chairman. No, no. This 
trifling. What I mean is brain-fag. 

The Marquis of Downshire. Brain-fag, 
what ’s that ? 

The Chairman. That tired feeling 
which comes after using the brain too 
long and too actively. 

The Marquis of D. Never had it 
myself. 


The Marquis of Anglesey. I can’t 


sO 


not ; 





is 





say that I’ve actually had it, but I think 
I once met a Johnny who had. Is it 
catching ? 

Mr. H. G. Wells. That depends on the 
company one keeps. 

The Marquis of A. Oh, I've disbanded 
my Company. 

The Chairman. Brain-fag, to put it 
in another form, is an undue tax on the 
brain. 

Lord Byron. I knew there was 
fiscalitis in it somewhere. Personally, 
I am a Free Trader, and I defy anyone 
to tax my brain. 

Mr. E. F. Benson. Brain-fag can 
never be so popular an epidemic as, say, 
influenza, for obvious reasons. It can 
never, for example, catch on in Society. 

Mr. H. G. Wells. Or at the Univer- 
sities. 

The Chairman. I have found myself 
that it is common enough among men of 
letters. I find that Brownie and Dar- 
win, De Quincey and Car.yze all had it. 

Mr. G. R. Sims. On the other hand, 
there are men of intellect who have 
escaped. In my opinion the whole 
thing is greatly exaggerated. Look at 
me. I’ve written sometimes three or 
four plays at once, but no one could 
accuse me of having fagged my brains. 
[’ve been as fresh after them as before. 

The Marquis of A. Did he say he had 
written plays? I must get him to write 
one for me. 

Mr. Henry Chaplin. I see no reason 
why a statesman, even when holding 
office, should be the victim of this 
disease. Regular hours and a careful 
dietary should be an ample protection. 
If a politician chooses to get brain-fag it 
must be due to an excessive indulgence 
in canned meats, lager beer, caviare, 
Danish butter and American apples. 

Lord Byron. Personally I attribute 
brain-fag to the prevalence of the organ- 
grinder. If I were ever tempted to 
play upon words, I should call him the 
cerebral organ-grinder. 

The Chairman. Very good indeed ! 

Lord Byron. Oh, I often commit 
pleasantries like that. I think they add 
to the amenity of life. For example, 
the other day 1—-- 

Mr. Sidney Lee. I cannot find that 
SHAKSPEARE ever suffered from brain-fag. 

The Marquis of D. Nor IJ, as I said 
before. 

The Chairman. The point is, what is 
to be done to cure brain-fag? How can 
one best give the brain complete rest ? 

Mr. H. G. Wells. Enter the War Office. 

Mr. Sidney Lee. One might take a 
course of the modern theatre. 

Mr. E. F’. Benson. Or read Mr. Piow- 
DEN’S Reminiscences. 

Mr. G. R. Sims. Fish is said to feed 
the brain. 

The Marquis of D. I never could eat 


fish. 





Mr. Eustace Miles. The true cure is 
to be found in cultivating the expression 
of repose. I would suggest the follow- 
ing simple exercise. p= head down- 
wards from a bell-rope by the toes, 
holding your breath for three minutes 
at a time, and in the intervals sip the 
essence of ten ripe gooseberries diluted 
with the milk of a cocoa-nut. Then 
apply a cold compress to the occiput 
and run round the room at express 
speed on all fours, crying “ Your food 
will cost you less.” 

The Marquis of A. Look here, I've 
a better idea than that. Toothache 
can be cured by removing the tooth. 
Couldn't you stop brain-fag by removing 
the back of the head ? 

Mr. Sidney Lee. But supposing 
you ’ve got no back to your head ? 

The Roemie of A. By Jove, I never 
thought of that. 

Mr. H. G. Wells. The Martians, who 
are practically all brain, never suffer 
from these symptoms, which are simply 
due to the faulty system prevailing at 
our public schools. 

Mr. E. F'. Benson. Excuse me, there 
is no brain-fagging at Eton. 

Mr. H. G. Wells. Precisely, and until 
there is, the battles of the future will 
continue to be lost on the playing-fields. 
The hope of England is centred in the 
middle classes, who at present have'a 
monopoly of these symptoms and of the 
organ in which they are felt. 

The Marquis of D. O, I say! 





TWIN DREAMERS. 

[Gwitym Cowtyp, Chief Bard Positive of the 
Bardic Gorsedd, lately sent Mr. CHamBer.an a 
letter of Benediction. We understand that the 
ex-Colonial Secretary has since honoured the 
Chief Bard with the following graceful reply : 
Best Bardlet, from whose facile lung, 

So well attuned to Patriot causes, 
The matchless gift of song is wrung 

With merely intermittent pauses ; 
No praise from any other tongue 

Is half so sweet as your applause is. 


Like you whose rich, barbarie strain 
Eludes our alien comprehension, 
Whose rhymes are built to entertain 

Only the trustful Celt's attention, 
], too, at times do not disdain 
The lofty paths of pure invention. 


Then let your lusty accents roll, 
With frenzy broadly speculative, 

Athwart the grim but plastic soul 
Of Cymry’s palpitating native, 

And lead him prancing to the poll, 
Ferociously retaliative. 


Sing on, and let each mellow strophe 
Proclaim Protection's frequent praises, 

Sing till each squire and rustic oaf, 
Uplifted by those sounding phrases, 

Plumps for the slightly smaller loaf 
With zeal that positively blazes. 
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“Wet, Mrs. ParkINs, AND WHAT DID YOU THINK OF THE Sea?” 
’ , 


Her Ladyship. 


w’Lapy, I pipn’T THINK “TWAS ANYTHING LIKE SO BIG, ax’ otR ANNIE SHE TELLS ME AS I DIDN'T SEE 


“ THERE, 


Mrs. Parkins (who has been on a visit to her daughter at Margate). 


A HALF on’T!” 
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HIGHWAYS AND BYWAYS. 
XXVIT.—Monkey Rute. 
Being a Plea for an extended Franchise.) 


lr really seems to me that if I am 
ever to do any work while living in this 
road I shall be forced to have my study 
moved to the back of the house. This 
is what | have had to put up with since 
lunch. Four piano-organs (two simul- 
taneous), a lady in the middle of the 
road singing a song about her wander- 
ing boy, a party of Board-school children 
working off under my windows the 
heats of a competition as to who can 
yell the loudest, and a stentorian gentle- 
man leading a pony-cart laden with 
plants, and roaring at regular intervals 
the seemingly irrelevant information— 
if Iam to believe the certain testimony 
of my ears-——that his aunt has gone to 
Brighton. 

And now, just as I was hoping that I 
had got properly started, that familiar 
wheezy dirge has struck up outside (I 
had forgotten that it was Wednesday), 
and I know that in a few minutes that 
beastly little figure in the red flannel 
jacket will be clamouring on_ the 
window-ledge for the banana which my 
sister has by now taught him to regard 
as his inalienable right. 

Let me confess that I do not like 
monkeys. I admit that I felt somewhat 
drawn towards this particular specimen 
on our first meeting when, appearing at 
our open window, he grabbed an anti- 
macassar (present from our great-aunt), 
and after one lightning glance of exami- 
nation hurled it with ostentatious dis- 
gust into the area. But any friendly 
feelings arising in me from sympathy 
with his taste in esthetics very soon 
evaporated on his attempting later, on 
the doorstep, to take a piece out of the 
calf of my leg, a proceeding which 
struck my sister as infinitely fascinating, 
and was rewarded with cob-nuts. “He 
doesn’t like men, poor baby,” was her 
indulgent explanation ; a point of view 
which, I should have thought, ought to 
make her more tolerant of the fact that 
I don’t like monkeys. As it is she 
adores the brute, and calls herself his 
auntie, regardless of my expostulations 
at the undesirable inferences that such 
a statement may give rise to. 

My sister is out, but she has not for- 
gotten to leave the banana among my 
MSS., where I ‘“‘may be certain to see 
it.” Lrise dutifully in order to render 
the monkey his tribute, and to throw 
his escort his hush-money. On opening 
the window I discover that the organ- 
grinder is not alone; standing before 
him, with one accusing finger pointing 
at the monkey, is a large individual 
carrying a tool-basket. 


“Ow, can yer be so crool!” he is 





exclaiming. “ Maletreatin’ a pore dumb 
animal! ’Ow would you like goin’ 
about on a chine an’ not bein’ allowed 
to climb no trees?” 

The foreigner continues in silence to 
grind away at his hurdy-gurdy. 

* Look at ’im,” continues the humani- 
tarian, still pointing at the monkey, 
who, seated on the organ, is giving the 
whole of his attention to certain investi- 
gations of a strictly personal nature. 
“Look at ‘im—'e’s as good as you are 
any dye.—-Wot does Darwiy sye?”’ he 
queries vaguely. 

The monkey’s owner seems to lack 
ideas on this burning topic. There is 
u pause, broken only by the weird 
wailings of the hurdy-gurdy, and by 
certain unmistakable sounds from the 
monkey, announcing only too clearly 
the success of his unblushing pursuits. 
Meanwhile the humanitarian has had 
time to collect his ideas. 

“A few cencheries ago,” he observes, 
‘an’ ’e might ave bin yer fawther.” 

Unfortunately, before he has time 
further to elaborate this somewhat novel 
exposition of the Darwinian theory, a 
diversion is caused by the organ-grinder 
suddenly espying me and observing 
expectantly, ‘‘ Ket ees a fine affernoon, 
Sare.” There is nothing for it but for 
me to throw out my penny and the 
banana, which the monkey, after sub- 
mitting it dubiously to the examination 
of four of the five senses, proceeds to 
devour on the pavement with a very ill 
grace. The organ-grinder has picked 
up the coin, and is retiring backwards 
hat in hand, the humanitarian looking 
on with severe displeasure. 

“Good English money,” he enunciates 
with disgust. ‘* That ’s wot you destitoot 
aliens are a-rollin’ in.” 

The organ-grinder applies himself 
once more to his hurdy-gurdy. 

“Yer didn’t oughter be allowed ina 
civilised country,” continues the humani- 
tarian loudly. ‘Go on back to yer own 
people—you re only fit to live among 
foreigners.” 

Even this severe judgment fails to 
move the organ-grinder. 

“Comin’ over ’ere with yer musical 
instruments,” continues his aggressor, 
‘“‘a torcherin’ pore dumb animals. It’s 
you I’d ‘ave on the chine, if I’ad my 
way, an’ the monkey a leadin’ of yer.” 

Apparently the monkey’s owner has 
no sympathy with these democratic 
principles, for he stops playing, makes 
me a low bow, and begins to move off 
down the street, dragging the monkey 
after him. The humanitarian follows. 

“Pore little beggar!” he exclaims; 
“let ‘im run about fer a bit. Give ‘im 
‘is liberty!” 

Suddenly he approaches the hurdy- 
gurdy and drops his tool-basket. 

“T ain’t a-goin’ ter stan’ by,” I hear 








him begin—then his voice is drowned 
in expostulations from the foreigner. 
There is a brief struggle; the next 
moment the monkey, freed from his 
chain, is careering down the . street, 
pursued by his owner. ‘The humani- 
tarian has picked up his tool-basket 
and is following behind, urging on the 
monkey with shouts of encouragement 

As soon as I have sutticiently recovered 
I run into the hall and, seizing a hat, 
hasten off down the street. A little 
group has collected outside one of the 
houses. I find on approaching that 
the monkey has ieee haven on a 
window-ledge overhanging the area; 
while a milkman who has left his cart 
on the other side of the road is making 
unsuccessful efforts from the doorstep 
to dislodge him with the butt-end of his 
whip. The organ-grinder stands help- 
lessly by on the outskirts of the group ; 
the humanitarian with his tool-basket 
over his shoulder is addressing the 
milkman. 

* Let ’im ’ave a bit o’ liberty. Wod- 
dyerwanter go interferin’ with ’im for? 
Pore dumb animal !” 

Suddenly the poor dumb animal, who 
has been barking like a terrier, turns 
and runs along to the further end of the 
ledge. In an instant he is through an 
open window into the house. 

The milkman lowers his whip and 
looks round at the crowd blankly. Ofa 
sudden there is a commotion inside the 
house, and the next instant the door 
flies open and an elderly lady dashes out 
with astonishing activity and slams the 
door after her. The crowd do not fail 
to see the humour of the situation. 

“Where ise, Mum?” inquires the 
milkman. 

The lady, who is leaning against the 
railings gasping, seems incapable of 
speech. 

“Tf you'd let me go in, Mum,” sug- 
gests the milkman, “I’d soon ’ave ’im 
out of it with my whip.” 

““Doncher be so crool,”’ puts in the 
humanitarian reprovingly. “ Ain’t yer 
got no fellow feelin’ - 

“No wot?” exclaims the milkman, 
turning round. 

** Fellow feelin’,” repeats the humani- 
tarian eloquently. “ Wot right ’ave you 
got ter persecoot a fellow creechur ?”’ 

“Ere, look ’ere,”’ begins the milk- 
man irately, “’take care wot you’re 
sayin’——" when suddenly there is a 
still louder commotion from inside, the 
sound of panic-stricken footsteps de- 
scending the stairs, and a maid-servant 
rushes out on to the doorstep, the door 
slamming as before. 

“Where is ’e, Miss?’’ queries the 
milkman, turning from the humani- 
tarian. 

“T was cleanin’ your bedroom, Mum 
——” begins the maid. 
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The elderly lady turns wildly to the 
crowd. 

“Can't somebody do anything!” she 
appeals. 

‘Tf you'd let me go in, Mum——” be- 
gins the milkman, flourishing his whip. 

“ But no one can’t get in, Mum,” puts 
in the maid, “till Mr. Grorce comes 
‘ome with ’is key.” 

The elderly lady collapses. 

“Surely somebody can do some- 
thing,” she gasps faintly. ‘“ Who does 
ihe monkey belong to?” 

The milkman turns towards the 
organ-grinder, still standing a picture 
of pathetic helplessness on the outskirts 
of the crowd. At the same moment 
there is a yell from an errand-boy in 
the road. All eyes follow his upward 
gauze; the monkey has appeared on the 
balcony of the first floor, and, squatting 
against the railing, is engaged in swiftly 
demolishing a lady’s bonnet. There is 
a roar of laughter from the crowd. The 
humanitarian chuckles indulgently. 

“Let ’im ‘ave a bit o’ liberty,” he 
observes. 

“Somebody must do something!” 
cries the elderly lady indignantly. 
“Are all you men going to stand by 
and——”’ 

At this moment there is a new arrival 
on the scene in the person of a middle- 
aged man in a top-hat. 

“Wait for me, mother!” he shouts, 
pushing his way through the group. 

‘What ?—Here, me me that whip!”’ 

‘““Doncher be so crool!” calls the 
humanitarian; ‘why, you ain’t got no 
sense of fun———”’ 

The newcomer has run up the steps, 
seized the whip from the milkman, and 
inserting his fatch-key flung the door 
open and dashed into the house. We 
can see him run up the stairs, three at a 
time, and turn the corner. There is an 
expectant pause. Then he emerges on 
io the balcony, flourishing the whip. 
The monkey drops the bonnet, and, 
springing on to the rail, swarms down 
the creeper towards the street. There 
is a stampede of almost everybody to 
the other side of the road. A few only 
stand their ground, including the 
humanitarian, who has collapsed against 
the railings, convulsed with laughter at 
the fact that the monkey’s pursuer has 
tripped and fallen over a flower-pot. 

Maw ! haw! haw!” he yells. 

The next moment the monkey, reach- 
ing the window-ledge, takes one spring 
across the area and lands right on the 
shoulders of the humanitarian, whose 
laughter ceases as if by magic. He makes 
awild grab at his burden. 

Smack ! smack ! 

In a flash the monkey has given him 
a ringing blow on either ear, leapt from 
his shoulders into the road, and made 
off down the street. 





ALWAYS SEE THAT YOUR BRIDLE REINS ARE SOUND. 
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THERE ARE TIMES WHEN THEY HAVE A 


CONSIDERABLE STRAIN ON EM! 





“Yaow!” yells the humanitarian, 
clapping his hands to his ears, then 
turns and impotently hurls his tool- 
basket after the retreating animal.— 
“You ungrateful little ——.” 

The monkey turns the corner, pursued 
by the majority of the crowd, the organ- 
grinder bringing up the rear. Kneeling 
in the middle of the road, the humani- 
tarian is picking up his scattered tools 
and replacing them in the basket. 

I turn and retrace my steps to my 
house, inspired, by one of those extra- 
ordinary caprices of the human mind, 
with a sudden desire to write—of all 
things in the world—an allegory. 





Derinirion.—An Eton boy, going from 
the Playing Fields to the Headmaster’s 
house (for instruction on the subject of 
beagles) is certainly on the Warre path. 





A Rute as to Circutars. — When 
any printed or typed circular com- 
mences “Dear Sir or Madam” you 
are quite safe in tearing it up at once, 
as an applicant who will not take the 
trouble of even so much as ascertaining 
the sex of the person whose aid he re- 
quires is not worth consideration. So, 
happy waste-paper basket be his dole. 





WELCOME TO A “FRIENDLY” 
AT CHRISTMAS. 

GENERAL SparaGNAPaNE has already 
commenced his share in the Christmas 
campaign against the Dullmatians, 
Gradgrindians, Acidians and other in- 
vaders from the land of Melancholia 
by sending out several regiments of 
““Cosaques.” They will be hailed every- 
where with delight, and few tablelands 
will there be where their bright, spark- 
ling and fanciful uniforms will not be 
heartily welcome. And not only is it 
the uniform but what is inside it that 
annually makes the members of this 
corps d’élite such general favourites. 
March on! Be joyous at the festive 
boards, and let your motto be Ad 
Sparagnapanem et Circenses ! 





Best wishes to bride and bridegroom 
the Zancwitts. From St. James's Gazette 
we learn that Mr. Zanawitv has recently 
said, ‘‘ The Jews are like the gipsies in 
that we are the only people on earth with- 
out a soil.” If they are also Bayarps 
“ sans peur et sans reproche,” then not 
only are they ‘“ without a soil,” but also 
without a stain. We offer this to Mr. 
TsracL ZANGWILL as a mot. 
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NO MORE 


Suggestions for 


“SHOTS IN THE LOCKER.” 


Precautionary Measures at the Bank of England. 








‘Easy Accrss.—We confess to some surprise at the ease with which a wandering lunatic, without apparently stating any very definite 
business, can obtain access to high officials at the Bank.”--Pall Mall Gazette. | 
“ane - a _—— — . enon a salaal 
A HINT FROM JAPAN. |Heaven save the people!—may their; find a sporting novel showing such 


food 
Be always cheap and always good. 
| Heaven save the people !—may they be 
| From Socialistic passions free. 


A Tokio journal has been twice suspended 
for publishing rough popular verses indirectly 
suggesting the assassination of the Ministry. 
Would not a few murderous rhymes prove an 
agreeable novelty in our political journals ?] But if in rugged might they rise, 

Tue Daily Mail of course would | The hunger terror in their eyes, 
invite particular attention to Sir Henry And hang bread-taxers to the ‘Tree 
Cw preLL-BANNERMAN : (Falsely so-called) of Liberty-— 
Then in the midst of ruin’s riot 
Remember you had taxed their cliet. 


“ Th’ Imperial trade of England 
Is going to decay, 
Unless we speedily adopt 
Our only Josepn’s way. 
What if C.-B. opposes Jor ? 
No one would make a fuss 
If some too hasty patriot stabbed 
The Liberal ‘ incubus.’ ”’ 





OUR BOOKING OFFICE. 

THERE is much in the humour of Mr. 
W. W. Jacoss that reminds the Baron 
jof Dickens in Sketches by Boz. ‘The 
The Daily News, though in a general | Baron doubts whether a higher compli- 
ray sed to bloodshed, might feel | ™¢2* could be paid to this most amusing 
way oppo eC i > g : 5 
wi, Se ee and thoroughly original writer, whose 
justified in inciting to a breach of the |}, st book, Odd Craft (G N a 
peace in the following veiled language :— un} a Soe Voy A BO. NEWNES, 
| Lrp.) has recertly come into his hands. 

| It consists of several short stories told 
previously, as the Baron is informed, 
in a& magazine or magazines, though 
there is no intimation of such being the 
verses referring to our late con-|case in the present volume. Where all 
centration camps.) |the stories are good and the characters 

so amusingly sketched from life, it is 
/not an easy task to make a special 
|selection; but the Baron rather fancies 

_» | Bill’s Lapse may be mentioned as a 
| first-rate specimen of W. W. Jacops at 

The Spectator would probably be | his best. 
reminiscent of; Epexezer} Exuiott, the 
Corn-Law Rhymer ”’ 


“On Macedonia’s snowy hills 
The Bulgars’ bones are lving 
What cares the Knave of Birmingham 
For th’ starving or the dying ? 


I yur 


If a Large Loafer in the heat 

Of fiseal fervour were to meet 

The Famine Maker in the street 
And lay him senseless at his feet— 





Difficult would it be, nowadays, to 





genuine appreciation of Irish wit and 
humour, giving pictures so vivid and 
true of Irish life and character, all fitted 
into a good story written in a hearty, 
frank, fresh, go-at-a-spanking-pace style, 
topping all obstacles from cover to 
cover, as The Boy, Some Horses, and 
a Girl (ArNoLD), by Dorornea Coyyers. 
A more delightfully cheery book the 
Baron has not met with for some time, 
and thereto he sets his seal. 





BARON 








From the Morning Post :—‘ A French 
Lady would like to spend her 
Christmas holidays with a Lady fond of 
the language and wishing to improve 
it.” There is a touch of the Katser’s 
hand in this. 

Winter Resort For Broncwiacy - 
AFFECTED Persons.—Corfe Castle. 














